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Where is my Lord of Warwicke i 

Trin. My Lord of Warwicke. 

King* Doth any name paruciilar.belong 
Vnto the Lodging,where I firft did fwoon d ? 

War. TiscalW lerufalem, my Noble Lotd, 

King. Laudbe to heauen : 
Euen there my life muft end, 
\ It hath bccnc«prophefi'de tome many yearcs, 
I (hould not, 4ye* but in Ieru/a(em i 
Which (vainly) I fuppos'd the Holy- Land. 
Butbcarc w.tg chat Chamber, there He lye : 
In that IcrtfeU&i&dl Harry dye. 

w.i} ) - " ~ " ~ r ~. : 

ABusQmntus. Scoena Trima. 


Exeunt. 
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Svter Shallow, Silence, Falftaffe,Bardolfe, 
Page, and Dame. 

Shot. By Cocke and Pyc,you {hall not away to night. 
WhatP^7,lfay.< « 
Fal. You muft excufe me, l&. Robert Shallow. 
SbaL I will not excufe you :you (hall not be excufed. 
Excufes fhall not be admitted : there is no excufe ftiall 
ferue : you fhall not be excus'd. 
Why Dam. 
Dauie. Hcerefir, 

SbaL Dauy, Dauy, Dauy, let me fee (Dauy) let mefe'e : 
miliam Cooke, bid him come hither. Sir lohn,y&\ fhal 
not be c*cU$'d. 

Dauy. M^ty fir, thus* th6fe Precepts cannot b«e 
ftru'd : and aga;riefir,ftiaH wefbwe the head-land'with 
Wheace i 

SbaL With red WheateD4«f # But for William Cook: 
are there no yong Pigeons ? 

Dauy. Yes Sir. 
Hecre is now the Smithes note, for Shooing, 
And Plough-Irons. 

Sbal. Let it be caft, and payde : Sit John, you fhall 
hot be excus'd . 

Dauy. Sir, a new linkc to the Bucket muft needes bee 
had : And Shvdoeyou meaneto ftoppeany of WiSiams 
Wages,aboat the Sacke he loft the other day,at Hinckley 
Fayre ? 

SbaL He<hallanfwer it : 
Some Pigeons Dauy, a couple of fhort-legg'd Henncs : a 
ioyntofMutfoft,and any pretty little tine Kickfhawes, 
tell William Cooke. 

Dauy. Doth the m3nof Warre,ftay all night fir ? 
SbaL * Yes Dauy : 
I will vfc him well. A Friend i'th Court, is better then a 
penny inpurfe. Vie his men well Dauy, for they are ar- 
rant Knaues, and will backe-bi te. 

^Dauy. No worfe then they are bitten, fir : For they 
haue roaruellous fowle linncn. 

Shallow. Well conceited Dauy : about thy BufinelTc, 

Dauy. I befeech you fir, 
To countenance mlliamVifor of Woncot, againft Cle- 
ment Perkesof the hill. 

Sbal. There arc many Complaints £40^ againft that 
Vifir, AinVifir is an arrant Knauc, on my know- 
ledge. • 


Dauy. Ir-rnuntyonrWorfxii^aiathThTl 
But yet heauen R*M Sir,but a fefaffe fh ou u K 
Countenance, at his Friends requeft. An . ^ 
is able to fpeake for.himlcllc, when a RWi i ^ 
fcftfdyour Woi^pum^n^xbtk^^^ 
if I cannot oncepr twice in a Quarter bcare o ^ 
againft an honcft r man,I ha Ue buba very lid* 
yourWorfhippq. 1 he Knauc is mine -honcftB- Cwi ^ 
therefore 1 belcech your Worfrip, let himK ndSir ' 
nancU * cc V°»oi 

SbaL Go too, 
I fay he fhall haue no wrong : Looke about iw 
Where are you Sir lohn ? Come,offwk!i V0l ir* 
Giue me your hand M. 'Bardolfa J ; d00 *. 

Bard. I am glad to fee your Worflhip. 
SbaL I thanke thee,' with all my heart VmA u 
Vardolfe : and welcome my call .-Fellow 
Come Sir fob*. 


Falfiafe, lie follow you, good MzCmMofat SLi 
-Bardolfe, looke to our Horffes . UlmSi^ 
Quantities, I ftiould make foure dozen of fuch L?" 
Hermitcsftaues, as Maftctf Shallow. It»yJ,!?^ 
thing to fee the^blable : Coherence of his ffl* 
andhts:!^ 

like foolifh Indices : Hec, by conucrfing with them 
turnd into a Iuftice-likc Seruingman. , Trheir f p j£ 
fomarriedin Coniun4tion, with the participation of S 
ciety.thatthey.Hocke together in confent, likefom? 
nyWildc-Geefc. If I had a fuiteto Mayftcr^fe j 
would humour his men, with the imputation of becino 
necre their Mayfter. If to. his Men, I would currie, wijj 
Maifter Shallow, that no man could better command hi$ 
Seruants. It U certaine, that either wife bearino^ or i g . 
norant Carriage is caught, as men take difeafes, one of 
another: therefore, let men take heede of their Compa- 
nie. I will deuifc matter enough out ofthisSW/w to 
keepe Prince Harry in continuall Laughter, the wearing 
out of fixe Fafhions (which is foure Tearmcs)or two Ac- 
tions, and he fhall laugh with Interuallums. O it is much 
that a Lye (with a flight Oath) and a ieft (with a fadde 
brow) will doe, wiih a Fellow, that ncuer had the Ache 
in his fhoulders. O you fhall fee him laugh, till hisjacc 
be like a wet Cloakc, ill laid vp # 
Sbal. Sn/obn. 

Falfi. I come Mafter Shallow, I come Mafter Shllm, 

Exeunt 


ScenaSecunda. 


Enter the Ear le of Warwicke, and the Lori 
Chief eluft ice. 

Warwick** How now, my LordChiefeloftice, whe- 
ther away ? 

ChJuft. How doth the King ? 

iParw. Exceeding well: his Cares 
Are now, all ended. 

Ck.Iuft. Ihope,notdead. 

Warw. Hee's walkM the way of Nature, 
And to our purpofes, he liucs no more. 

Cb.Iufi. I would his Maiefly hadcall'dmewithhim, 

The feruice, that I truly did his life, 
Hath left me oocn to alliniuries. 

War. 
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! ' W^nTced I thinke the yong King loues you not. 
j f'^a i know be doth not,and do arme my felfe 

^ome the condition of the Time, 
2£h annot looke more hideoufly vpoa me, 
1 5 \ ha ue drawne it m my fantafie. 


jTbcijl 1 


Enter lohn efLancafler, GUnceUer, 
and Clarence. 


ffar. Hcere come the heauy Iffue of dead Harrie: 
n rhat'thc liuing Harrie had the temper 
nH im the worft of thefc three Gentlemen : 
u w mW Nobles then, fiiould hold their places. 
?h°at muft (hike faile, to Spirits of vildc iort? j 

ft i4- Alas * 1 fcare > ali wil1 bc ouer - turn d - 

loin. Good morrow Cofin Warwick^good morrow. 

Glon. Cla. Good morrow, Cofin. 

lohn. We meet, like men,that had forgot to fpeake. 

War. We do remember : but our Argument 
Tcall coo heauy, to admit much talkc. 

M.Welh Peace be with him,thathath made vs heauy 

ChJttfi* Peace bc with vs,leaft we be heauier. 

Glou.O y good my Lord,you haue loft a friend indeed: 
AndIdarefwcare,you borrow not that face 
Offeefflingforrow,itisfureyourowne. 

lohn. Though no man be affur'd what grace to hnde, 
You (land in coldeft expectation. 
I am thcforricr,would *twere otherwifc. 

C/<*.Wcl,youmuft now fpeake Sir lobnFa/sfaffc faire, 
Which fwimmes againft your ftreame di* Quality. 

[h.lnft. Sweet Princes: what I did, I did in Honor, 
Led by th'Imperiall Conduft of my Soule, 
And neucr fhall you fee, that I will beggc 
A ragged, and f ore-ftall'd Remiftion. 
ifTroth, and vpright Innoccncy fayle me, 
lie to the King (my Mafter) that is dead, 
Jtod tell him, who hath fent me after him. 

Mr. Hecre comes the Prince, 

Enter Prince Henrie. 

Cb.Iufl.Good morrow: and heauen faue your Maiefty 
Prince. This new, and gorgeous Garment, Maiefty, 
Sits not fo eafie on me, as you thinke. 
Brothers, you mixe your Sadneflfe with fome Fearc : 
This is the Englifh, not the Turkifh Court : i 
Not Amurab, an Amurah fucceeds, 
But Harry.,, Harry : Yet be fad (good Brothers) 
For (to fpeake truth) it very well becomes you : 
Sorrow, fo Royally in you appeares, 
That I will deeply put the Fafhion on, 
And wcarc it in my heart. Why then bc fad, 
But entcrtaine no more of it (good Brothers) i 
Then a ioynt burthen, laid vpbn vs all. 
Forme, by Heauen (1 bid you be aflur'd) 
He be your Father, and your Brother too : 
Let me but bcare your Loue, He bcare your Cares ; 
But weepe that Horrie% dead,and fo will I. 
But Harry liues, that (hall conucrt thole Teares 
By number, into houres of HappinelTe. 

lohn^c. We hope no other from your Maiefty. 

Prin. You all looke ftrangely on me : and you moft, 
You are (I thinke) affur'dj loue you not. 

CkJujt. I am affur'd (if I be meafur d rightly) 
If our Maiefty hath no iuft caufc to hate mee. 

P r.No?How might a Prince of my great hopes forget 
So great Indignities you laid vpon me ? 


What? Rate? Rebuke? and roughly fend to Pnfon 
Th'immediate Hcire of Englandf Was this eafie ? 
May this be wafh'd in Lethe, and forgotten f 

ChJufi. I then did vie the Perfon of your Father : 
The Image of his power, lay then in me, 
And in th'adminiftration of his Law, 
Whiles I was bufie for the Commonwealth, 
Your Highneffe pleafed to forget my place, 
The Maiefty, and power of Law,andluftice, 
The Image of the King, whom I prefented, 
And ftrooke mc in my very Seate of Iudgement \\ 
Whereon (as an Offender to your Father) j 
I gaue bold way to my Authority, 
And did commit you. Ifthedced were ill, 
Be you contented, wearing now thcGarland, 
To haue a Sonne, fet your Decrees at naught ? 
To plucke downc Iuftice from your awefuil Bench? 
To trip the courfc of Law,and blunt the Sword 
That guards the peace, and fafety of your Perfon ? 
Nay more, to fpurne at your moft Roy all Image, 
And mockeyour workings,in a Second body? 
Q^ieftion your Roy all Thoughts,make the cafe yours : 
Be now the Father, and propofe a Sonne ; 
Heare your owne dignity fo much prophan*d, 
See your moft drcadfull La wes,fo loofely flighted; 
Behold your ielfe,fo by a Sonne difdained: 
And then imagine me,taking you part, 
And in your power, foft filcncing your Sonne : 
After this cold confiderancc, fentence me ; 
And,as you are a King,fpeake in your State, 
What 1 haue done, that misbecame my place, 
My perfon, or my Lieges Soueraigntie. 

Prin. You are right Iuftice,and you weigh this well 
Therefore Bill bcare the Ballance, and the Sword : 
And I do wifh your Honors may encreafe, 
Till you do liuej to fee a Sonne of mine 
Offend you, and obey you, as I did. 
So fhall i liuc, to fpeake my Fathers words ; 
Happy am I, that haue a man fo bold, 
That dares do Iuftice, on my proper Sonne • 
And no lefte happy, hauing (uch aSonne, 
That would deliucr vp his Greatnefle fo, 
Into the hands of Iuftice, You did commit me z 
For which, I do commit into your band, 
Th'vnftained Sword that you haue vs'd to beare :) 
With this Remembrance; That you vfe the fame 
With the like bold, iuft, and impaitiall fpirit 
Asyouhauedone'gainftme. There is my hand, 
You fhall be as a Father, to my Youth : 
My voice fhall found, as you do prompt mine eare^ 
And I will ftoope, and humble my Intents, 
To your well-praftis'd, wife Directions. 
And Princes all, beleeue me, I befce<:h you s 
My Father is gonewilde into his Graue, 
(For in his Tcmbe,lyc my Attentions) 
And with his Spirits, fadiy I furuiue, 
To mocke the expectation of the World 5 
To fruftrate Prophefies, and to race out 
Rotten Opinion, who hath writ me downe 
After my feeming. TheTide of Blood in me, 
Hath prowdly flow'd in Vanity, till now. 
Now doth it turne, and ebbc backe to the Sea, 
Where it fhall mingle with the ftate of Floods, 
And flow henceforth in formall Maiefty. 
Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 
And let vs choofc fuch Limbes of Noble Counfaiie, 

S«/ 


